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God lays a hand on us; It must be so When we are over. Happier are we then While a hate rages according to the will
Glorious Md-p'Porul
Beauty of Truth
Set fast for ever
In the precincts holy
Broods over us all
And prays for all
Even for our sickness
Past human cure.
Nathless our unforgiving spite.
Our Mutthas are still bhaktas,
But in a mad
Sozna-dastic maze.
Through the measured pulse of time
There is nothing hidden
For, Lord's light like a wave
Beams upon every chink.
Every obscure crevice of cunning.
What a nobk precedence?
The very night previous
Patrolled the course of day
And the mares of the sky
Abated our agony.
The morning dew
Left the groaning sea of grief
And showed us
An omnipotent sleep
That locks and unlocks
The doors of birth.
The citadels ensouled.
The beings as captives
Bound for ever
Body-dad.
Ash is our anchorage We Jump for joy light as birds